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not much more than a hundred yards below us, and my guide and
I fired at the same time.
Both shots went home and shook him. Pumping our high-
powdered rifles, the half-breed and I fired a second and a third
volley, then a final shot, and we had him. He dropped to his front
knees, struggled to rise, then sank down and went rolling down the
mountain-side, bringing up against a big boulder. There he ky still.
I was a young man then and full of a hunter's lust for new and
rare trophies; but, instead of the fierce elation I had expected to
feel at killing a wild buffalo, when we reached our game I was
filled with profound regret and melancholy that I had done this
thing. No use to tell myself that the bull was very old and would
not have lived long in any event. This rugged old fellow had been
one of the few last free representatives of a species that only a
generation earlier numbered countless millions.
Because he lived alone on this ridge, he may well have been the
one that escaped at Edmonton and made that gallant flight of
nearly fifteen hundred miles through settled country back to the
peaceful and hospitable valley where he was born. At last, hounded
by man and forsaken by his own kind, he had sought a refuge high
in the rocky fastnesses, sleeping in the thick brush, watering each
morning and evening at a little spring where we later found his
tracks, and every day climbing to the rocks above to gaze across
the valleys at distant hills upon which he perhaps saw others of
his kind whom he dared not join.
Night was at hand. The level light of a sinking sun lay like
blood on the snows of the Mission Range far to the north-east.
With a heavy heart I helped the half-breed cover the carcass against
the coyotes, and then we mounted and rode in silence down to our
camp in the valley.

